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Not Courte but Countreye

I do iudge,

Is it wheare lyes,

the happyell lyfe,

In Countreye growes,

no gratynge grudge,

In Countreye ftandes

not fturdye iliyfe,

In Countreye,

Bacchus hath no place,

In Countreye

Venus hath defecte,

In Countreye

Thrafo hath no grace,

In Countreye

fewe of Gnatoes Secte.

But thefe lame foure

and many more,

In Courte,

thou fhalt be fure to

For they haue vowed,

not thence to goe,

Eycaufe in Courte,

dwels ydle mynde.

In Countreye

mayfle thou fafelye reft,

And flye all thefe,

yf that thou lyfle,

The Countrey therfore,

iudge I befl,

Where godly lyfe,

doth vyce refylte,

Where vertuous

exercyfe with ioye,

Doth fpende the yearca

that are to run,

Where Vyces fewe,

maye the annoye,

This lyfe is bell

whan all is done.